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Russian people. He enjoyed the spiritual flagellation, the
moral martyrdom, and I too derived a sadistic joy in hurting
him! His eyes had extraordinary dramatic quality. It
seemed as if through them all the dead of Russia were looking
at me reproachfully.

If my life was hateful in public, it was hellish in private.
My father's face of mute suffering and resentment cast a gloom
whenever I appeared. My aunts scolded and reproached me on
every occasion and referred provokingly to my " bloody
Bolshevik friends." I was constantly forced into hectic defence
of the people who had so hospitably shared with me their meagre
deans. It was not until I had exhausted myself in indignation
and anger that I learnt to hold my peace, and turn a deaf ear
to the ignorant nonsense that was hurled at me on every side.
To the world, Jennie Churchill adopted a loyal defence of me,her
attitude being that she could abuse me if she wished, but nobody
else should. She fought my battles and said that I would have
been a fool not to go, and that any of her friends would have
gone if the chance had offered,

Leonie Leslie tells the story of someone scandalized because I
*' didn't even take a maid ! " At the end of a week London had
made me far more Bolshevik than ever Moscow.

This period was a turning point in my life. Friends (so-called)
dropped away as leaves in a first frost. A few old friends clung
loyally and became doubly precious. Many new friends
replaced the lost ones. On one occasion, when I was alone in
the studio, I opened the front door in answer to a knock. There
stood a big shabbily dressed man with a cloth cap pulled down
over his eyes, a handkerchief tied round his neck; he had a
beard of a few weeks' growth. The effect was of a stage
burglar. He asked me if I was at home. I said I was not.
His accent was ^indefinably Irish or Scotch. He then said that
he was sorry because we had mutual friends in Moscow. There-
upon I said, " Come in!" It was Gallacher, the English
Communist, who was in hiding from the police.

A good many Labour leaders came to see me, and I started to
do a head of George Lansbury, at the request of some of them.
He came several times a week and stayed for a couple of hours